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SYLVIA: And Xed was her favourite.

MRS. POOLE: She wasn't wearing mourning.

SYLVIA: Isn't she going to, do you suppose?

MRS. WKARTOX: I can't understand It. She adored those
boys.

MRS. POOLE: I didn't ask her to come and stav at the

Vicarage., Xorman.
VICAR: I don't think we'd better till the situation's a little

clearer.  She gives one the impression of not carino- two

straws for Ned's death. She must be as hard as nails^
MRS. WHARTOX: No5 she isn't that.   I've known her for

thirty-five years. D'you think she's mad?

COLONEL WHARTOX: We'd better say a word to Macfarlane

when he comes3 Evelyn.

VICAR: I was never so taken aback in my life as when she
said she didn't come to church because she thought she'd
be bored.

MRS. POOLE: Norman, I must go. I've got a lot of things to
do at home.

VICAR: Come along then. We'll just walk out through the
garden.

[There are farewells^ rather distracted by /^ ^mgr
incident that has just occurred., and the VICAR and
MRS. POOLE go out. The COLONEL accompanies
them to the door.

SYLVIA: You're very silent., John.
JOHN: I was thinking about Mrs. Litrlewood,  She doesn't

give me the impression of being either callous or mad
SYLVIA: What does she mean, then?

JOHN: [JLeflectively.] I don't know.    [With a shrug of the
shoulders^ throwing off his mood.} And at the moment I
don't very much care.   Come and sit down and be a
comfort to a wounded hero.
SYLVIA: Idiot!